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Mistaken Identity 


a steel panther fanfiction (for the rockfic ficmas contest) ft. satchel x michael starr 

rated M for adult content, homosexuality, sex, and all the enjoyable things that such entails 

‘Its way easier to forget that backstage, everyone isn't a woman. And when the lights go out on the tour bus, 
everything that touches you isn't a woman. 

Let me explain, man, seriously, back up. | know what you saw looked pretty fucking incriminating shit back there 
but it was a total accident. 

We'd been drinking all fucking night and shit like that, and we brought a bunch of these bombshell bitches back 
onto the tour bus with us. Some of them went with me, and some of them went with him. And someone 
thought it would be a fantastic idea to shut all the lights off in the bus, right? Like some sort of weird fetish 
thing. | don't know. | was cool with it as long as | got pussy. And considering | was basically adrift in the sea of 
the stuff, there was no likelihood of anything else happening in that situation 

Now, | thought it was this sexy little blondie on my lap, right? She was this size zero thing with tits as big as 
her head and some fake as bleach blonde hair. She looked like a Barbie and | was totally cool with that. | know | 
felt boob, man, | know it! But-whatever. I'm not sure how it happened, so I'm not sure l'm doing any good 
explaining it. 

Anyway, I'm not paying much attention to who's on my lap at the moment, ‘cause my hands are elsewhere-up 


some girl's skirt, actually, and | was just as good without being able to see as | was when | was lookin’ right at 
a bitch-so when there's a changing of the guards on my spandex pants, | don't really give a shit. The pants 
were on. No, no, no | don't care what you say the pants were totally on. Well, at that time, at least. At least | 
have an excuse here, dude! 

So this ‘chick’ is making out with me and | swear to god she's kissing me hard enough to leave some bruises. 
I'm down with that, who gives a shit? This girl next to me is moaning like she's possessed and suddenly 
chickadee on my lap stops going for my lips and is going for the spandex. With those same lips. I'm down with 
that, girl's good with her tongue. 

And if | recall, thats when you walked in and flipped on the lights and Michael was on his knees in front of me 
about to gargle some wonderful Satchel cock and every chick on the bus whipped out a cell phone camera 

So I'm telling you, it's totally not my fault. | didn't have a damned idea what was going on 

And no, | have no intention of telling you if he finished once you turned the lights back off, Lexxi. Go away." 
"You so totally did, Satch." 

"Shut up, I'm not some kind of faggot. | mean, | couldn't telll It was dark as fuck in there!" 


